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FICTION 


BY LARRY MADDOCK 

to twitch a single 
muscle and empires 
would topple 
throughout France! 





mint 

SHE IS 
THE (HOST 


H enri jourdan was a 

man with a large sense of 
humor, and, I discovered, 
an even larger capacity for re¬ 
venge. He smiled at the six of us in 
turn—a gentle smile, almost compassionate, but his 
eyes were sparkling mischievously. I had never met the 
man before receiving his cryptic dinner invitation, but 
I had heard many unflattering things about him from 
Danielle. 

She had at one time been his wife. The marriage, 
she told me, had lasted exactly two weeks. Jourdan, 
she claimed, was impotent. After having known her 
for six months, I could see why Danielle would 
leave such a man-she needed sex as regularly as 
other people need food. 

Among those present were Louis Gallet, the 
explorer; Jacques Fourier, the novelist; television 
director Etienne Duval; racing driver Yves Soustel; 
and Bertrand Phillipe, who had squandered nine- 
tenths of a five hundred million franc inheritance 
on fourteen women before he reached thirty. And 
of course myself, Marcel Cousteau—my only fame 
was in leaving film star Yvette Linard waiting at the church. I was the 
only man in all of France who had ever said no to the curvaceous Yvette. 

“Gentlemen,” Henri Jourdan began, “you are doubtless wondering why 
you were invited here—but I notice that you all came in spite of my rather 
melodramatic invitation. I brought you here in order that we might dis¬ 
cuss a subject dear to the heart of every true Frenchman: women.” 

(continued on page 20) 
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AND MASTER. 























how skilled Suzette , 






The trim Suzette knows the importance of exercise. 
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hot desert. “Sometime I am so an¬ 
xious to become in the water that I 
forget to remove the clothes first,” 


Women, particularly French women, 
love to take baths. Fifi, pictured 
here in a stream in Southern France, 
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is no exception-she claims she takes 
three or four baths a day, and if she 
finds herself away from the tub for 
any length of time she is apt to leap 
into the nearest body of water, strip 
off her clothes, and luxuriate in the 
feel of the cool water against her 
skin. “Eet is so sexy!” she exclaims. 
“You should try it sometimes, Mon¬ 
sieur!” Splashing around is so much 
fun for Fifi that she would die on a 


she tells us. “In 
fact, I often take 
the shower with all 
of my clothes still on. 
You think I am 
crazy?” No, Fifi, 
just a little aqua- 
















batty. The basic 
difference between 
our Fifi, a girl 
from the provinces, 
and any French 
girl you might 
encounter in Paris 
is slight but 
significant. Fifi has 
never been to 
Paris, yet she still 
is French to the 
core, with the 
Gallic outlook on 
life and love and 
all the rest. The 
only thing lacking 
is a set of Parisian 
frills-an oversight, 
we assure you, 
which is more than 




amply made up for 
by Fifi herself. 
Fortunately for 
Frenchmen and 
visiting Americans 
alike, Fifi does not 
spend all of her 
time in the water. 
As for trying Fifi’s 
technique of 
bathing wherever 
she finds the 
opportunity, we’d 
rather not-unless, 
of course, it was 
with Fifi! 



Am American 
Guide in Paris 


ARTICLE BY PIERRE SABIN 
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got, for the audience was in the M. Desoir tried hard, but he 
habit of flinging coins on the stage soon laughed right out of office. 
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Adding to our stable of willing wenches, here is 
FRENCH FRILLS FILLE #2. She may be an Yvonne, 
Juliette, or even Mimi - call her what you will, mes 
amis, but (in dreams, anyway) call her frequently! 
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apartment and up the 
stairs. Observe her pi- 


iheres ^ 
something 
cihout <1 

FRENCH 
GIRL __ 


chantingly circular bed. 
Watch as she makes a 


her lovely lines now 
clad only in clinging 
bubbles. Enjoy the sight 
ot her perfection as 


that tlie 

American 
girls don’t 
have. Maybe 


potent than a Kentucky 
charmer's kiss. Observe, 
Monsieur, the coquette 
so delightfully revealed 
on these pages. Is she 
not enticing? Is her 
smile not the sweetest, 
the most casually come- 
hither arrangement of 
the mouth imaginable? 


tub. letting the hot 


blood, or tbe 
climate of 
living in La 
Belle France 
tbat does it, 
but whatever 
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FRENCH FRILLS FORECAST 



FEATURED IN FRENCH FRILLS No. 3 WILL BE: 

vTHE SEX REPORT Ofl fRfflCH GIRLS! 

VIncident at Monte Carlo! 

t'SIlM ON THE SEINE! 

and many more features in the French fashion. 31 
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HER BANKER BEAU IS OBVIOUSLY AN EXPERT ON FIGURES. LOULETTE HAS ALREADY 

LEARNED ADDITION AND 
SUBTRACTION FROM HIM. 



iexy Sexy Sexy Sexy Sexy Sexy 

^ HE'S PROMISED TO DELVE MOPc H|| 


latD TO DELVE MORE DEEPLY 
INTO HIGHER MATHEMATICS, 
BUT SHE'LL BE SATISFIED 
WITH COUNTING FRANCS. 




















PII.1 


I EVERY flt 


BUT ARE 
YOU MALE 



ENOUGH 
TO MASTER 


SHOULD 



HAVE 



■mi", 

9 m a 

!MK§*s 

MISTRESS 


BOTH 

MISTRESS 

AND 

MISSUS ? 


rf happine 


nestic 


such a civilized system tl 
of the world can learn mu. 
t the pursuit of 
To wit: the keepii _ 

Every Frenchman worthy of the 
name, at one time or another, keeps 
a mistress. By this we don’t neces¬ 
sarily mean that he supports his 
mistress; that depends upon his 


i his inclinations. But, 


n wives and mistresses 
between husbands and 
itween night and day. 
s not necessarily more 


enclature) — they just 
more of his wife than he does of his 

his wife with the rest of his re¬ 
sponsibilities. A great many men 
are afraid to relax at home. But 
in the apartment of one’s mistress, 
a man can relax completely, ami- 
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FABULOUS 
FRENCH 


FILLE: 


For those among us who 
have trouble handling 
the names of frames 
we handle with ease, 
pronunciation follows: 
My-lain De-mon-joe. 

This heavenly body 
is currently blazing 
across the screen 
like a meteor 
in slow motion in The 
Singer Not The Song. 
Meaning no offence to 
My-Lain: we might take 
her for a singer, but 
we'd rather take her 
for a song. 

42 





French critics 
agree that Milene 
is the cutest and 
curviest contender 
for Brigitte Bardot's 
crown of baby-faced 
sensuality. 






MISTRESS MINE (continued from page 31) 
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FRENCH FRILLS BRINGS 
CLOSED DOORS OF COU «LJ ^ L BALE^ 
AND HIS MAID PREFER GAMECLLAG. VC 







Most of us are familiar with 
what goes on in the casinos and 
on the beaches on the French 
Riviera — but only rarely are we 
permitted a look at what takes 
place off the Riviera, in the 
thousands of secluded bungalows 
dotting the area. FRENCH FRILLS 
hereby attempts not to rip the 
curtain of sensual seclusion 
completely, but to delicately lift 
one corner of it. Here we see 
Armand, with the tradition of La 
Belle France coursing hotly through 
his veins. Also, there is Jeannine, 
once a shop-girl, currently 
Armand's most delightful para¬ 
mour. Armand loves the sultry 
Jeannine for her mind, her body, 
and her smouldering personality. 
Jeannine, in turn, loves Armand — 
for his mind, his body, and his 




money. Love is a minor consider¬ 
ation both on and off the Riviera. 
French girls are among the most 
cold-blooded, hard headed women 
in the world, and can be warmed 
only with the right combination 
of man plus circumstances. Instead 
of detracting from the romantic 
atmosphere, this realistic attitude 
prevents them from walking out 
as an American girl would when 
she “falls out of love." But yes, 
true love exists, too, but it is 
based upon something far more 
durable than a palpitating heart. 
Both Armand and Jeannine are 
supremely happy together, 
sharing their friendship and their 
frankly sensual enjoyment of each 
other. All we have to append is: 
vive la Parisienne, especially 
when she's off the Riviera! 
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On the inside- 
For raconteurs: 
BAWDY pearls! 
Er connoisseur 
The best .LES 
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